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& Co.
W Nassau street acress City

Hall Park to Broadway
and Chambers a harrid rumor went
the rounds. Tt was said that in tran-
git Old Don Marquis had lost his
scrapbooks. Every one knows that
almeost anything may happen in the
confusion of moving, Newspaper
men particularly are sgedentary in
their haunts: if you move them

arvound some of them are sure to ge:
lost. When my faverite evening
paper (the Evening Post) left Broad-
way and Fulton street some fifteen

HEN Tuae Suxy moved from

years ago & number of the veteran|

printers in the outfit wandered for
years among the tombs of St. Paul's
Churchyard before they could find
the new quarters, And I remember
that just after Tue SBvN siid across
the park I called on Mr, Marquis at
lunch time.
1 said as we emerged from the build-
ing. *I can't imngine,” he said, look-
ing about him bewildered. "1 don't
know this part of town very well.”
But we musgt be more concise. The
point is that Mr, Marquis's scrap-
books might well have been lost in
the shuffie, and there were some of
us who feared for a while that some
of Don's golden coinage of nonsense
had been poured irretrievably inte
the great ocean of newspaper fles—
whence (knowing the indolence of
our trade) we doubted he would ever

have them copled Happily the
rumor proved to be exaggerated

Mr. Marquis's scrapbooks turned up.
and in the last year or go he has
been seining up from those
beds and caves of emerald some of
the cholee doubloons of his fancy.
“The Old Sonk,® “Noah and Jonah
and Cap'n John Smith,” “Poems and
Portraits,” and now the "Sonnets to
a Red-Haired Lady"—these four

volumes of collected ingots, within a |

year, show how wealthy a salvage
those scrapbooks contained. And.
thank Heaven, they relieve some of
the lovers of Marquisiana from car-
rying about with them those [aded,
tattered clippings in their wallets—
yellowed and crumbled little slices of
newsprint whereby many of us hawve
for months and even years preserved
some of Mr. Marquis's best freaks.
Lot us hope, incidentally, that the

coral |

sea bottom of Sun-Dial files will be &
collection of The Almost Perfect
State,

That is not to be construed as a
clumsy aspersion of the present new
volume, Sonncts to a Red-Haired
Lady and Famous Love Affairs. The
Sonnets to a Red-Haired Lady are
in Mr. Marquis's admirable vein of
uproarious fancy and celestial fero-
city. We might speak of them as
the Welladay Sequence, as most of
the briel epitaphs upon the hero's
thirty unsatisfactory wives close
with that lugubrious and old fash-
ioned exclamation of wistfulness.
M. Marquis is always the masler of
celestinl wulgarity; he knows the
kind of japes that archangels whis-
per to one another (under the covert
of one lifted opaline wing, lest any
of the new arriving blest should

enjoy it Tor themselves. For exam-
ple, of Paris and Helen:
He'd take her to see skows as hot

As 4l they had been peppered; .
She'd blush , , , he never

changea a spot:
He was a Moral Leopard!

And oft, with blushes that would

| Lancelot

make
Her brow and ¢heek and chin burn,

Petrarch,

We doubt if any more penetrating
comment was ever made om the
Tennysonian fjdylls tkan this of

and Guinevers, those
gloomy lovers whose pensive lack
of enthusiastic wooing has dis-

| &
A Slave of Cleopatra.

Digs Up New Doubloons

Ehe'd listen while this Subtile Bnake
Lisped her the pomes of Swinburne.

The moral is: Observe your bent,
Your own truits mark and meas«
ure—
Tf one has mot the temperament
Philundering isn't pleasure.

It's gorgeous stuff, sparking with
that high voltage clowning that is
only in the power of a humerist
who is also a great poet and a great

contented generutions of schoolgirls:

artist.

OLD ENGLISH POETRY. Transla-
tions into alliterative werse by J.
Duncan Spaeth, Princeton, N. J.
Princeton University Press,

HEODORE ROOBEVELT, we|
I are told, ence remarked of a

7 T lation of “Beowulf”—"This

hear), and in this series he lets his

“Where shall we eat?’)

Adam.

flash unsheathed,
Red-Haired series has nover been
' gquite such a favorite with me as the
Savage Portraits (see the wvolume
Poems and Portraits, but there are
in it many lines of glittering absurd-
ity. And Mr. Marquis §s artist
enough, as always, to conclude the
murderous sequence with three or
four sonnets of serious purport and
beauty which will puzzle the boob
reader when taken after the earlier
pieces,

In the second section of the book

—Famous Love Affairs—Mr., Mar-

next plunder to be raised from the | ¢ seams to me to rise to the sum-

Tristram.

d | recreations

!'mit of his now considerable series of
comie masterpieces, He has always
!been at his best in treating  tradi-
tionally lip served tetishes with deli-
cate drreverence; his burlesques of
such affinities us Paris and Helen,
Cophetua and the Beggar Maid, Tris-
tram and TIsolt, Otacllo and Desde-
| mona, Petrarch and Laura, Hero and

| Leander, nre in his most fecund vein

of comedy. They show that most
's;\tisl’)-mg level of gusto and skill
| which tempts the reader to think

| “How the rimes piay into his hand
and sugzest the jopes!™ Ah, chil-
dren, don't eat out of
| Your hand that way until you've as-
| sociated with them for a long time.
| Consider the cunnirg use of the no-
ble Chaucerian stanza in the takeof!
of Tristram and Isolt. (These, re-
| member, are not pnrodies; they are
of thy familinr themes
lof romantic woe, in a mood of riot-
| ous ridicule.)

| Of course, there i3 not much to be
Imi-t about glorivus funmaking of
this sort except to urge readers to

rimes salt

innocent and affectionate ' savagery | attaining the unattainable than any

,;0[ readers the spirit of the old
| rhythm. W@ preserving its essential
[fe:s.f.nrvs in 2 Torm adaprable to the

|

poem has undoubtedly been trans-

lated out of Anglo-Saxon, but it
nas undoubtedly not been translatea

'mlo English.” That is the trouble
with most attempts toward verbal
accuracy and

| tion they are nol intelligible to the
modern reader;
Browning’s unhappy versions of |
| Aeschylus. But the other extmmo.i
| the attempt to make a modern poem |
| or ballad version in fluent madrm|
| rhythms, is no more successful, nsl
the life of the originel evaperates,
| “A pretty poem, Mr. Pope, but wany |
call it Homer?” “Beowull” remains, |
|in fact, even more uulrunxlamhlui
than the lliad, and Cynewulf and the
| Jiblical songs are only slightly less
intractable.s As Professor Spaeth re- |
| marks, “The. only way to get w:-l
Leurately the movement of Old Eng- |
|lish werse is to learn to read it in
:lﬂl]. English.” |

None the less, there is a happy
middle ground, wherein, as this book
shows, much can be accomplished.
Professor Spacth comes nearer o

1 admit that the | of his predecessors in this field. He Poetic usage.

demonstrates that “it is net imr:us—"
| sible to reproduce for a wider circle

of modern English
His versions are, for the
| most part, easily readable:

requirements
speech.”

|  That is an admriable rendering of
the opening lines of “Beowulf,” but,
even the reader ignorant df Anglo-
Saxon can see that there is a dif-
ference”in flavor, if he will read the
words of the originul aloud (we must
use, here, th for the pld letters, and
ae for the wmlawted vowels)— |

The opening exclamation is signif-
icant; the whole movement is ejacu- |
Intory, and one needs to remember
| that, as Capt. Scott Moncrieff points
| out in apologizing for his own rug-
| B “Old  English
{'was composed not Tor the librarvian
| but for the harpist”
to be

version, poeLry
and was meant
“showted aloud to the harp
string."”

| Pror. Spaeth, on the whole, is ex-
| traordinarily successful in  holding
on of this strenuous
gquality as can safely be rendered in
| our milder idiom. He always avoids
!thr- pitfull of an unintentionally |
comic effect, and his wversion is
islourhl}' dignified, and often close to
| the vigor of the omginal, He alse
keeps pretty clear of temptation to
| use the muany arclale or partially
| obsolete words—a fault which mars
the otherwise astounding translations
by Stopford Brooke, But even Prof, |
Spacth  sometimes  demands  very
close attention and u bit of lingulstia |

to as much

e

close imitations of |
| Old English rhythms and allitera- |

as hard to follow Ii.ti:

| fully

New Englisﬁ for

and syntactic gymnastics on the part
of the reader, as is in such lines as
« » . For much shall suffer
Of lief and of loath who long endures
The duys of his life in labor and toil
1t will call for some effort for most
folk to rethink that eliptical sentence
in a familiar word order, and tg get
the every day significance to his

|
i
|
i

|

King Cophetua.

and “loath.” in this
But the effort is dis- |
tinctly worth making, and most of
the road which Prof. Spacth travels
makes easier going, And though he
sometimes approaches a paraphras-
ing Prof. Spaecth keeps astonishing-
Iy clese to the text, not only with t.tu\I
accurate scholarship which avoids |
any actual mistranslation but also
with a subtier feeling for the spiril
of the eriginal, There need be
hesitation in saying that this book
holds by far the most satisfactory
rendition of the best portions of Old
English poetry that has as yet been

mind of “lier”

nua

| produced. |

This volume, he tells us, is partly
a natural outgrowth of glass room
work,; experience made, In a we ',
in laboratory fashlon, and tested up-
on the undergraduate dog. Thal
they withstood that severe trinl and
ereated a demand for publiention is
itsell a demonstration of efficiency.
The book is aimed chiefly at the col-
lege or high school student, as part

| of a “survey™ course in English, but

it also has to a%

cultured

a wider appeal
readers. It is equipped
with adequate notes and explanatory
miitter, partinl bibliography.
Indecd, the small essaye introductory
to the study of the herole epic, the
saint’s legends, &c. amount ‘o a pret-
ty comprehensive sketeh of O
English lterature, They pare not
only sound in scholarship bw beauti-
lucid in thelr own Eglish
and, be it sald whisperingly, not
every teacher of English literaturs |
has himself so fine a style and mas- |
tery of the language as Prof. Npaeth,
The book includes about twe thirds

and a

| master

Old

of the “Beowull,” a brief extract
Trom “Widsith,” considerable pass-
ages from the RBiblical epics, (the
younger Genesis and Exodus) and
selections from the saints' legemds,
including a part of the “Elene” and
“Saint Guthlac.” Then follow sam-
ples of the religious lyric poetry,
from Caedmon and Cynewulf, and
“the Phornix,” and specimens of tha
secular lyric, and of the widdles and
gnomic poetry. The volume closes
with the histpric war verse of the
“Battle of Bruna anburg” and “Bat-
tle of Maidon." The sclections are
made with good judgment, (bul we
cannot help regret that the “Judith”
is not included) and some lacune
are filled in by supplementary . ver-
sions in the notes. One may hope
that future editlons may also be
equipped with a detalled ndex, es-
peclaily as the book s lkely to be-
come a standard text for colloge and
school use,
THE NOTION COUNTER: A FAR-
RAGO OF FOIBLES: BEING
NOTES ABOUT NOTHING. By
Nobody. Nlustrated by Somabody .
Dodicated to Everybody, Boston:
Atlantic Monthly ¥Press.

HANDFUL of the most enter-
taining short-pleces printed
in the Atlamtic’s “Contribu-

tors’ Club” are here bound in a gay
gingham cover under the title “The
Notion Counter.” The pencil of a
of line has “embellished”
these bits of fancy goods with un-
pretentiogs but remarkably effective
drawings in scale—mechanically and
artistically—with the l(.-xt,. Besides
the first skit, the remarks upon the
pessimistic atmosphere which per-
vades dyeing establishments, wpon
the amazing, even affectionate, de-
moeracy which is in evidence in the
plnces where ladies Tlock to buy bar-
gaing in pumps and slippers, and
upon the exiraordinary appearance
in public of the contemporary “‘old
lady,” with two or three others, ecs-
tablish the merits of this uncom-
monly clever little book.

tH

Mars Antony, 1



